
Making the hard way fweet and dcle&ablc 
But I bethinke me,what a wearie way 
From Rauenfpurgh to Cottftiold will be found. 

In Rojfe and if^tlloughby anting your companic. 

Which I proteft hath very much beguild 
The tedioufnc{Te,and procefle of my trauell: 

But theirs is fweetned with the hope to haue • 

The prefent benefit that I pofleffc; 

And hope to ioy, is little lefle in icy, 

Then hope enioy'd : By this,the wearie Lords 
Shall make their way feeme fhort,as mine hath done. 

By fight of what 1 haue,your Noble Companic. 

Tull. Of much lefie value is my Companie, 

Then your good words: but who comes here i 
Snter H. Terete, 

North. It is my Sonne, young harry Percie , 

Sent from my Brother U^orcefter: Whence foeuer. 
Harry, how fares your Vncklc ? 

Percie. I had thought, my Lord, to haue learn’d his 
health of you. 

North. Why,is he not with the Quecne? 

Percie. No,m^ good Lord,he hath for look the Court f 
Broken hisStaffe of Office,and difperfx 
The Houfehold of the King. 

North, What was his reafon ? 

He was not lo refolu’d,wb.cn welaft fpakc together# 

Percie. Becaufeyour Lordfmp was proclaimed Traitor. 
But hee, my Lord, is gone to Rauenfpurgh, 

To offer feruice to the Duke of Hereford, 

And lent me ouer by Barkely, to difeouer 
What power the Duke of Yorke had leuied there. 

Then with direction to repaire to Rauenfpurgh.. 

North, Haue you forgot the Duke of Hereford^Boy.) 

Percie. No,my good Lord; for that is not forgot 
Which nc’re I did remember : to my knowledge, 

I neucr in my life did looke on him. 

North. Then learne to know him now: this is the 
Duke. 

Percie* My gracious Lord,I tender you my feruice. 
Such as it is,being tcnder,raw,and young, ^ 

Which elder dayes fhall ripen,and confirmc ' 

To more approued feruice,and defert# 

Butt. I thankethcc gentle Percte ,and be fare 
I count my felfc in nothing elfe fo nappy. 

As in a Soule remembring my good Friends: 

And as my Fortune ripens with thy Lone, 

It fh?ll be ftill thy true Loucs recompence. 

My Heart this Couenant makes,my Hand thus feales it. 

North . How farre is it to Barkely ? and what ftirre 
Kcepes good old Yorke there,with his Men of Warre ? 

Percie. There Rands the Caftle,by yond tuft ofTrees, 
Mann’d with three hundred men,as I haue heard, 

And in it are the Lords of Yorke, Barkely , and Seymor , 
None elfe of Name, and noble eftimate. 

Enter Rojfe and Willoughby. 

North. Here come the Lords of Rojfe andir/Houghby, 
Bloody with fpurring,fierie red with hafte. 

Butt. Welcome my Lora*,I wot your loue purfues 
A banifiit Traytor; ail my Trcafurie 
Is yet but vnfeic thankes,which more enrich’d, 

Shall be your loue, and labours rccompence. 

Rojf. Your pretence makes vs rich,mofi Noble Lord. 
lytUo. And farre fnrmouncs our labour to attainc it. 
'Bull. Euermore thankes > th*Exchequcr of the poore. 
Which till my infant-fortune comes to yecrcs. 

Stands for my Bountie: but who comes here / 


The li fe and death of R ichard the fecond. 


Enter Barkely. 

North. It is my Lord of Barkely, as I ok./r 
’Bark. My Lord of Hereford,my Meflfo e i,*' 
Bull. My Lord,my Anfwere is to Lttncafa 1 ^^ 
And I am come to feeke that Name in England’ 
And I muft finde that Title in your Tongue 
Before I make reply to aught you fay, 6 * 

Barks Millake me not, my Lord,’ti s not m 
To raze one Title of yourHonorout. 

To you,my Lord,I come (what Lord you will) 

From the moll glorious of this Land, ^ 

The Duke of Yorke,to know what pricks y ou 
To take aduantageof the abienttime, ° n 

And fright our Natiue Peace with fclfe-borne A 

Enter Yorke. lXn ^ 

Bull. I fhall not need tranfport my words bv 
Here comes his Grace in Perfon. My Noble Vn i?’ 

Yorks Shew me thy humble heart,and not tliv l 
Whofe dutie is dccciuable.and falfe, ' ntt > 

Bull My gracious Vncklc. 

2 orkj Tut,:ut,Gracc me no Grace,nor Vnckle m 
I am no Traytors Vncklc ; and that word Grace 
In an vngracious mouth,is buf prophane. ' 

Why haue thefe banifli’d.ar.d forbidden Lepo ts 
Dat’d once to touch a Drift of Englands Ground* 
But more then why, why haue they dar'd to march 
So many miles vpon her peaceful! Bai'ome 
Frighting her palc-fac’d Villages with Warre 
And oftentacion of defpifed Armes ? 

C'om’ft thou becau'e th’ancynted King is hence? 
Why foolilli Boy,the King is left behind. 

And in my loyal! Botorue lyes his power. 

Were I bur now the Lord.of fuch hoc youth, 

As when braue Gaunt, hy Father,and my fclfe 
Refctied the Black. Prince, that yongcJIiarr of men 
From forth thr Rankes of many thoufand French;’ 
Oh then,how quickly fhould this Amseof mine,' 
Now PrifonercothePal(ie,chaftife thee. 

And mimPercorredhon to thy Faulc. 

^ Bull. My gracious Vnckle.let me Know my Fault, 
On whnr Condition (lands it,and wherein ? 

York, : Euen in Condition of the Word degree, 

In grofte Rebellion,and detefted Treafon: 

1 hou art a banilh'd man,and here art come 
Before tli expiration of thy time, 

In brauing Acmes again!! thy Soueraigne. 

Bull. As I was bamfiVdJ was banifh’d Hereford 
But as I come, X come for Lancafier. 

And Noble Vncklc,I befecchyour Grace 
Locke on my Wrongs with an indifferent eye: 

You are my Father, for rwe chinkes in you 
I fee old (jaunt aliue. Oh then my Father, 

Will you pcrmitjthat I fhall fi:3nd condemn’d 
A wandring Vagabond; my Rights and Revalues 
Plucfct from my armes perforce,and giuenaway 
To vpftart Vnthriftsf Wherefore v» as I borne i 
If that my Coufin King,be King of England, 

It mtifi be graunted, I am Duke of Lancafter. 

You haue a Noble Kmhnan, 

Had you firft died,and he beene thus trod dovvne, 

He fhould haue found his Vncklc Gaunt a Fa:her, 

To rowze his Wrongs,and chafe them to the bay. 

I am denyde to foe my Liucrie here, 

A nd yet my Letters Patents giue me lcaue: 

My Fathers goods are all dittiaynd^and fold, 

And thefe,and all,are all amiffe imployd. v 
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7 he life and death o j 

-—"^".lJ couhaue roe doe ? I am a Subiedl, 

W j 4t enee Law: Attorneyes are deny’d me; 
ifgfofe pcrfonally I lay my claime 

A nd tb T vlrr.cance of free Difccnt. 

To my I ; nn ^ hc Noble Duke hath been too much abus’d. 

$*1 t. ^ an ds your Grace vpon,to doe him right. 

■i‘ Rofe men by his endowments arc made great, 
rt' Mv Lords of England, let me tell you this, 

S e fin lout Right with Wrongs,It may not be ; 

rSiRcbcllion.and are Rebels all. _ ; 

Mortb The Nobk Duke hath fwornc ms commmg is 
Rutfot his owne 5 and for the right of that, 
all haue ftrongly Iworne to giue him ayd 
\\!Jhim neu'r fee Ioy .that breakes that Oath. 

An „ i Well,well,1 fee the iffue of these -Armes, 

1JU M «“>« ‘of*';,. 

n J0 fe my power is weake, and all ill left: 

But if! could, by him that gauc me lite, 

I woU [d attach you all,and make you lloope 
Vnto the Soueraigne Mercy of the King. 

Rut face I cannot,be it know* to you 
I doe renoainc as Neuter. So fare you well, 

Vnlcffe you pleafe to enter in the Caftle, 

And there repole you for this Nighc. 

Bd. An ofrer'Vnckle, that wee will accept: 
gut wee muft winne your Grace to goe with vs 
To Briftow Caftle,which they fay is held 
By Bujhie,Bagot^nA their Complices, 

The Caterpillers of the Commonwealth, 

Which 1 haue fwornc to weed,and plucke away. 

York, It may be 1 will go with you: but.yet lie pawfe. 
Forf am loth to breakc our Countries Lawes: 

Nor Friends,nor Foes,to me welcome you are. 

Things paft redreffe,are now with me paft care. Exeunt . 



Sccena Quarta. 


Enter Salisbury,and a Captaine. 

Caft. My Lord of Salisbury,we haue flaydeendayes, 
And hardly kept bur Countreymcn together, 

And yet we hcare no tidings from the King; 

Therefore we will diiperfe our iclues: farewell. 

Sal. Stay yet another day,thou truftie Welchman, 
The King repofeth all his confidence in thee. 

Capt. ’Tis thought the King is dead,we will not ftay 5 
The Bay-trees in our Countrey all arc wither’d. 

And Meteors fright the fixed Starres of Heauen ; 

The pale-fac’d Moone lookes bloody on the Earth, 

And leane-look’d Prophets whifper fcarefull change; 
Rich men looke fad,and Ruffians dance and lcape. 

The one in feare,to loofe what they cnioy. 

The other to enioy by Rage,and Warre: 

Thefe fignes fore-run the death of Kings. 

Farewell,our Countrcymen are gone and fled,* 

As well affur’d Richard their King is dead# Exit # 



Sal. ^ Ah Bjchard , with eyes of heauie mind, 

1 fee thy Glory,like a fhooting Starre, 

Fall to the bafe Earth,from the Firmament: 

Thy Sunne fets weeping in the lowly Weft, 

WKnelling Stormcs to come,Woe,and Vnreft: 
Thy Friends are fled,to wait vpon thy Foes, 

And crolfely to thy good,all fortune goes. Exit$ 


oyfBus Tertius. Scena Prim a. 


Enter BuKingbrookefTorke^Northumberland, 

Rojfe } Percie Willoughby y with Tujhie 
and Greene Vrtjoners, 

<BhB. Bring forth thefe men: 

Tufhie and Cjreene , I will not vex your foules, 

( Since prcfcntly your foules muft part your bodies) 

With too much vrgingyourpcrnitiousliues, 

For ’twere no Charitie ; yet to waih your blood 
From off my hands, here in the view of men, 
j I will vnfold fome caufes of your deaths. 

You haue mis led a Prince,a Royall King, 

A happic Gentleman in Blood,and Lineaments, 

By you vnhappied,and disfigur’d cleane: Y 

You haue in manner with your finfull hourcs 
Made a Diuorce betwixt his Qnjene and him. 

Broke the pofleffion of a Royail Bed, 

And ftayn’d the bcautie of a faire Queenes Chcekes, 
With teares drawn fro her eycs,with your foule wrongs. 
My felfe a Prince,by fortune of my birth, 

Neere to the King in blood,and neere in loue. 

Till you did make him mif-interprete me, 

Haue (loopt my neck vnder your injuries. 

And figh’d my Englifh breath in forraine Clouds, 

Eating the bitter bread of banifhment; 

While you haue fed vpon my Seignories, 

Dif-park’d my Parkes,and fell’d my Forreft Woods; 
From mine owne Windowes tome my Houfehold Coat, 
Raz’d out my Imprefle,leauing me no figne, 

Saue mens opimons,and my liuingblood. 

To fhewtlie World I am a Gentleman. 

This,and much more,much more then tw ice all this, 
Condcmnes you to the death: fee them dcliucrcd ouer 
To exccution,and the hand of death# 

Bufhie. More welcome is the ftroake of death to me. 
Then Tuttingbrooke to England. 

Greene . My comfort i$,that Heauen will take our foules, 
And plague Iniuftice With the paines of Hell# 

Butt. My Lord Northumberland ,fee them difpatch’d; 
Vnckle,you fay the Queene is at your Houfc, 

For Heauens fake fairely let her be entreated, 

Tell her I fend to her my kind commends 5 
Take fpeciall care my Greetings be dcliuer’d. 

York AGentlcmanof mine I haue difpatch’d 
With Letters of your loue,to her at large. 

Bull. Thankes ocntle Vncklc: come Lords away. 
To fight with Glendoure , and his Complices 5 
A while to workc,and after holliday# ^ 

Sxcmt. 

Sccena 




















































































